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Cave, cave, namque in malos aſperrimus 
Parata tollo cornua. | HoRaAT1us. 

Scribentem juvat ipſe Favor, minuitque laborem, 

Nec tamen emendo, Labor hic quam ſcribere major. 
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To her GRACE the 


Ducheſs of NORTHUMBERLAND. 


Mapan, 


HEN I take the liberty to dedicate to your Grace 


a vindication of an innocent Amuſement, which 


You lately participated and adorned, I do not imagine I 
run the leaſt riſque of incurring either your reſentment or 
diſpleaſure. My knowledge of your perſeverance in de- 
clining the acceptance of any addreſſes of this nature,— 


dictated by a peculiar modeſty to which you ſo ſtrictly 


adhere,—exempts me from the firſt :!>——The pleaſure you 


have 


191 
have always ſhewn in embracing any opportunity of avow- 
ing the cauſe of virtue, from the laſt. Happy ſhall I 
eſteem myſelf if this ſmall performance ſhall give you the 
minuteſt part of that ſatisfaction, which your acceptance 
will in an eminent degree confer on, 


MaApAM, 


Your GRAex's moſt obedient 


And oblig'd humble ſervant, 


The AUTHOR. 


—— _ — — —— — _ - 
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F any thing can increaſe the abhorrence we feel on 
enumerating the many vices which diſgrace human 
nature, it muſt be a reflection, how ſmall the proportion 
of thoſe are, provided againſt by the legiſlature, when 
compared with thoſe which eſcape judicial notice; and 
though as objects of (when obnoxious to) the law, the for- 
mer may at firſt ſight be eſteemed as the moſt detrimental 
to ſociety, they are by no means ſo, in as much as they 
originate from the latter, which are the grand ſource of 


evil. It is not to be wonder'd at, that there are perſons 


who 


1 
who will indulge themſelves in the practice of thoſe vi 


for which they cannot be proſecuted; and often neglectin; 
to reſtrain themſelves within ſuch bounds in the enjoy- 
ment of cognizable ſin, as ſhall avail to inſure them im- 
punity, when, in the fortuitous diſtribution of the good 
things of this world, the baſeſt metals are often covered 
with the richeſt gilding, and fle wicked prize itſelf buys 
out the law. How great then are our obligations to that 
pen which ſhall force a bluſh on the uncrimſon'd cheek 
of Impudence !—to that arm which draws afide the ſcreen 
of Hypocriſy !—to that hand which ſtrips off the cloak 
of Oeconomy from uncharitable Avarice !—to that voice 
which ſhall make Pride turn before he reaches the topmoſt 
round of Lowlineſs, young Ambition s ladder !''—to that 
tongue which ſhall utter effectual reproaches to the ear of 
Envy, Hatred, and Malice — What do we owe to him 
who ſhall turn the ſtream of Calumny into its proper 


channel, ſo as to o'erwhelm its own ſource !—who ſhall 


trample 


131 
trample on Oppreſſion, unfold Ingratitude, and illume 
thoſe beams which ſhall thaw the rigour of the frozen 
Heart, whoſe receſſes no eye can penetrate, no example 
move! — Theſe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Satire! 
more compleat than the operations of legal proceſs, as 
they not only obſtruct the relative effects of Evil, but even 
make Vice a burthen to itſelf. Thy aid, therefore, we 
invoke, to * unſearf the tender eye of pity.” May'ſt thou 
wage a ſucceſsful war againſt the enemies of Charity !— 
May thy keen ſhafts deſtroy all who ſhall oppoſe her do- 
minion And finally, wherever he ſhall be compelled to 
raiſe her ſtandard, may ſhe carve her ſubſiſtence by the 
edge of thy ſword, and breathe through the mouths of thy 


cannon! 
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HERE are, who ſay, “ that I ſhould now give o er, 
As none offend me, I ſhould write no more: 
O grand miſtake !—Offence I daily meet, 
Joſtled by Vice and Folly in the ſtreet ; 
Fuftice I love,—of Patience cannot boaſt, — 
Polly diſguſts, but Vice offends me moſt. 


In gloomy regions, hid from vulgar eyes, 
Of Vice's dome the fable turrets riſe. 


High on a throne, whoſe ſplendor is increas d 
By gold and jewels plunder'd in the Eaſt, 
B 


(6) 
(O'er which, ſuſtain'd by blood congeal d alone, 
Suſpends a canopy of human bone) 
The MonsTER fits, —and on his crooked back, 
Of dreadful crimſon mix'd with diſmal black, 
A robe is caſt ;—-within his dexter hand 


An ebon ſceptre—to controul the. band 


Of horrid wretches who compoſe his court, 
Guard againſt virtue, and his realm ſupport ; 
In gilded chair, like that which Yulture grac'd, 
On his right hand, is nauſeous Folly plac'd : 
Of candour, decency, and ſhame bereft, 
Conſummate Ignorance ſuſtains the left: 


Beneath,—a crew,—how terrible to name! 


Equal in horror, and of equal fame. 
Vengeance, from whom loud threat'ning yell reſounds, 
Diſtain'd with blood, and cover'd o'er with wounds ; 


Dire Hatred, rancorous without a cauſe ; 
And Av rice, bleeding as her fleſh ſhe gnaws ; 
Deſpair, 


| 
| 


C--F--4 
Deſpair, the victim of a ſelfiſh rage; 
Ambition, ruinous to every age, | 
Who, like a whirlwind, ſweeps away mankind, 
And, till ſhe murders, keeps her vot'ries blind; 
Foul Treaſon, ſtruggling in a crimſon flood, 
To graſp the wages for a ſov'reign's blood ; 
Envy, with venom which corrodes the heart, 
Sickening where ſhe cannot play her part ; 
Impiety, (at whom e'en knaves will ſhrink) 
Who makes the gulph in which herſelf ſhall fink. 


All theſe, and more of leſs conſpicuous note, 
In this Aſſembly can demand a vote ; 


Buy their King's favour at ſome foul deed's price, 
And form the dreadful Parliament of Vice. 


Some few days ſince, —accurſed be the hour ! 


The monſtrous Fiend collected all his pow'r ; 


The 


„ 


The day appointed, and due ſummons ſent, 


On the great cauſe of Wickedneſs intent, 

Plotting vile miſchiefs as they went along, 

A crew of miſcreants, a pyebald throng, 

Obey'd the call ;—to ſee their King they t, 
Unuſual rancour gnaw'd his ranc'rous hcart 
Bloodſhot his eyes, his frame with fury ſhook, 
And in his hand he graſp'd a little book® : 

To riſe, the Monarch thrice eſſay'd, in vain, 
Thrice his black choler forc'd him down again: 
Fix'd on his viſage in ſuſpence they hung, 
Whilſt expectation filenc'd every tongue; 

At length he ſtood, and grim with awful ſtate, 
Thus threaten'd Virtue with impending fate 


If cer our cauſe could want peculiar care, — 


If it be poſſible, where Pleaſures are, 
& Vee 


* Poctical Amuſements at a Villa near Bath. 


' 


j 
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Vice ſhould be abſent,—O, behold this book, 
« Tn which I've look'd not, nor do mean to look; 
But hear, there is a charitable ſcheme, 
« And Mirth and Innocence its only theme. 
For this, with diſcord have I fll'd the town, 
% And ſhrouded Dzmons with a fable gown ? 
For this, have fill'd the Little and the Great 
With vile ſuggeſtion, pedantry, and prate ? 
&« For this, BRIAREUs, with each liberal hand, 
Diſtributes dice thro this diſtracted land; 
With hundred arms our hundred temples guards, 
In every hand a hundred packs of cards? 
Was it for this, I made a cave profound, 


c 


c 


c 


* 


* 


c 


A 


c 


* 


„% Where Knaves may learn to ſhuffle under ground ? 
Where 


» It is ſaid, there are ſome perſons ſo loſt to morality, that, regardleſs of 
the dreadful effects of bad example, and pleading the old excuſe that they 
wiſh nothing worſe might be done, actually play in their houſes on Sundays. 


But as this is too ſhocking to be true, the Author has created an imaginary 


cave for that diabolical purpoſe. 
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«« Where, loſt to virtue, decency, and ſhame, 
Our beſt-beloved on a Sunday game; 

«« Fearleſs of God's, if hid from mortal eye, 
„The Sabbath ſtain, and Heav'n itſelf defy ? 
If Worth*® ſtands forth, and ſtrives in print to foil. 
Our utmoſt efforts, and our utmoſt toll ; 

If, bleſs'd with purity in rural bliſs, 

« And uncorrupted in an age like this ; 

„ MILLER and Charity at once appear, 

« To check damnation in its full career. 

« What are its qualities? Its merit what? 

«« I cannot read it,—ſo, I know them not. 

«« Old, tho' I am, and tho' my heart is tough, 
I hear the preface—is for me enough. 

« Behold yon cauldron, ſee it boil and bubble, 


— 


« From hell procur'd with much expence and trouble, 
« Filld 


< See the preface, and general tendency of the Poetical Amuſements. 


« See ditto, particularly its appropriation of the profits to Charity. 


( 7 ) 
% Fill'd to the brim with Acherontic limp, 
« Stew'd with the marrow of a hell-born imp ; 
«© Whoever taſtes, his heart will be ſo hard, 
He'll ſet his wife and children on a card: 
Who blaſts the VILLA, our affection gains, 
« And three full porringers requite his pains. 
« Ah! where is gone the Son of Wicked Whim? 
„ If he were here, three porringers for him; 


« His callous heart we ſhould not long invoke, 
«© Who turn'd his friend's diſaſter to a joke. 
«« Behold yon pig of braſs from Pluto's mines, 
Like gold it tempts us, for like gold it ſhines ; 
« Whoever 
Nothing ſurely can anſwer the purpoſe of Vice more effeftually than 
to pre judice an innocent and chearful perſormance, publiſhed for charita- 
ble purpoſes..It may truly be ſaid, to be eſtabliſhing the kingdom of Satan. 
A gentleman having ſuffered a dreadful calamity in his perſon, the Son 


F TVicked Whim, tho' under the higheſt obligations to the gentleman, by 


turning it into a jeſt the firſt time he ſaw him, took an opportunity to give 


an extraordinary infla!:c2 of the careleſs ingratitude of the human heart. 


1 
% Whoever rubs it once acroſs his face, 
Is bleſs'd with impudence, and lack of grace : 
Who blaſts the VILLA, our affection gains, 


4 


Three ounces at the leaſt reward his pains. 


«© Behold yon Harlot :—for that gallant ſhow, 
Who would not riſque perdition at a throw ? 


% What airs of languor !|—what affected twirls ! 
Her hair a wig of phaetontic curls ; 
_« Her 


This hints at a moſt extraordinary method of dreſſing the hair with a 
vaſt number of curls all over the back part of the head, like pyramids of 
ſorc'd- meat balls, as unnatural as unbecoming: It is called phaetonic, from the 
reſemblance it bears to a white wig, formerly worn by the coachmen ; but 
theſe gentry, ſeeing how diſagreeable it looks in the fair ſex, have abo- 
liſhed it, It ſeems to be the original Tete de Mouton, or Mutton Wig, 
from its reſemblance to the curled wool on a ſheep. Should its advocates 


plead Faſhion, we beg leave to refer them io the excellent poem lately 
publiſhed under that title, 


=” 


% Her face carmine, and o'er her boſom ipread 


A paſte of dire pearl powder and white lead” ; 

« Charms more deſtructive you can never ſee, — 

More careleſs in a flimſy trollopee ; 

Her right hand bears a glaſs, — 


A 


© Her name s ConTEMPr : 


Her left, (a witneſs ſhe's a precious laſs) 

Of play, and of the But for Cupid's darts, — 
A double emblem in the Knave of Hearts. 
«© Who blaſts the VILLA, our affection gains, 
* And takes, beſides, the Harlot tor lis pains, 
C «« Say 


ce 


® It is ſaid that many women (we hope not ladies) are obliged to this de- 
ſtruftive compoſition for their complexions. White lead is abſolutely the 
moſt pernicious ingredient in the world to the human conſtitution : It is 
owing to this that moſt painters and glaziers are per c. One of the 
greateſt beauties in the world owed her death to it. Let us hope, there- 


fore, it will be left to contempt alone. 


' Things change their names as often as their faſhion. Pet en Vaires are 
now Brunſwicks ; Trollopees are Negligees; Coxcombs are Macaronies ; 


and Simpletons of both ſexes are the Ton. 


5 


« Say then, my friends, is Charity to ſhare 


«© The honours which alone I ought to bear? 


Who Charity arreſts, ſtands near our throne, 


„ But he who ſtabs her, ſhall be all our own.” 


„ 
- 
of 


The Monarch ended, and reſum'd his ſtate, 
The reſt immediately began debate ; 
At firſt, a murmur in the palace roſe, 
Which ſoon increas'd, and all exclaim'd—*<* Compoſe.” 
Above the reſt, two dreadful voices roar, 
Two candidates for porridge, braſs, and whore ; 
Juſt as the firſt prevail'd with accents loud, 


An unknown ſtranger thus addreſs'd the crowd: 


* In youth oppreſs'd, now happy as a wag, 
% My grizzle buth converted to a bag; 
A ſlave to one who pupils diſregards, 


„ (Altho' my miſtreſs would have taught me cards) 


6 Oft 


4 


«« Oft have I fat, whilſt ſnow was on the ground, 


« With cold and miſery encompaſs'd round; 
«« Oft have I work'd my fingers to the bone, 
« To ſwell a fortune not to be my own, 

& To add a little to another's gains,— 

« And only had my labour for my pains; 

«© Then was tranſplanted for a length of time, 


« To be an exile in a diſtant clime; 


«« There did I ſee thy ample realm increas'd, 


« And Weſtern fools grow vicious in the Eaſt ; 


« There did I ſee, with obſervation nice, 


« That Sun which ripens Folly into Vice; 
„With Eaſtern ſplendor Britiſi rapine mix, 

« And ſtrive who firmeſt ſhould thy ſtandard fix ; 
« Saw in the hands of many a low-bred elf 

e The rod of pow'r, and felt that rod myſelf; 

% Saw Superſtition drive her vot'ries weak 


To do what, if not ſeen, I dare not ſpeak ; 
| “ With 


F - 
Uo 
- _ FT. _ ——_—— a * . 
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1 


— 


Lay 


With clinched fift a begging Pramin“ ſtand, 


Until the nails had grown quite thro' his hand; 


A corpſe deceaſed in a furnace bake, 


„The living wife in flames the world forſake ; 


&« And 


The Bramins, who dedicate themſelves to Religion, take a vow to 
hold a limb in a particular manner, which they religiouſly obſerve ; ſo that 


it becomes fixed and immovable. 


The wives burning with the body of their huſbands is common. It is 
a voluntary att of religious pride ; but if they once engage to burn, there 
is no receding ; inſomuch that their own relations will throw them into 
the fire, as a recantation entails diſgrace on the whole family for ever. A 
father has been heard to boaſt of this ſtrange ſuicide, and has been ſeen to 
ſtir up the faggots which were to conſume his daughter with as much plea- 
ſure as if ſhe were going to be married in the moſt advantageous manner. 
So great is their perſeverance, that they will not only reje& all interpoſi- 
tion, but even have jumped into the fire when their poverty denied them 
immediate ſuffocation for want of oil, and have expired in a flow fire of 


green wood in the greateſt torments. 


( 17 ) 


And men ſuſpended (no leſs true than odd) 
„Like meat on hooks, to glorify their God.“ 
All this I faw, 1 muſt confeſs, with grief; 
% O pardon, if I ſometimes wiſh'd relief 

If Cruelty herſelf with me had been, 

She ſure had figh'd to ſee what I have ſeen. 


c 


«« O pardon, if I cannot help to ſhew 


A ſoft compaſſion at another's woe ! 


« Forgive, 


= This alludes to a very ſtrange religious annual cuſtom : A large poſt is 
fixed in the ground, about twenty feet high, on the top of which is laid a 
beam, ſo faſtened that it may turn upon that fixed in the ground, as on a 
pivot. At one extremity of the beam are ſtrings tied for the mob to take 
hold of; at the other is a rope, which terminates in two iron hooks : The 
devotee lays on his face, and the hooks are forced through the fleſhy part 
of the back below the ſhoulders; he is then hoiſted up, and hangs twelve 
feet in the air, while the mob, laying hold of their ſtrings, run round as 
faſt as they can for a few minutes; after which he is taken down, his back 
rubbed with flour, and he goes about his buſineſs. All that can be learnt 
of this is, that the great people ought to do it, but buy themſelves off. 
Some, before they ſwing, go about the town three days with an iron rod 
run through their tongues. 


1 


« Forgive, if ſometimes overcome, I wept, 


And pity wak'd me when I ſhould have ſlept 
% My heart and conduct if you don't approve, 


Let what I've ſuffer'd from your ſubjects move ; 


c 


Like your's I don't preſume to wiſh it tough, 


Juſt, for my peace, I wiſh it hard enough: 


One pint of porridge, gracious King, impart, 
«© To ſtop my tears, and fortify my heart.” 


Vice heard, aghaſt, and join'd the . ſhout, 
While the vaſt dome re- echoed “ Turn him out: 
«© Why cam'ſt thou here to tell us you can feel ? 
« Wretch that thou art, to vex our public weal ! 

*« Curs'd be that porter who again lets in 


« The friend to Charity, and foe to ſin. 


Thus ſpake the next :—* O mighty Monarch, hear! 


«« More pleafing accents now ſhall charm thy ear ; 


«& Nor 


0 


1 
Nor thou, O Folly, take the leaſt offence, — 
J once aflum'd the name of Common Senſe ; 


No leſs of Cruelty than Vice the tool, 
« I've prov'd myſelf a moſt inhuman fool; 


* 


o 


Thy faith to propagate, myſelf amuſe, 


* 


Diſeaſe I tortur'd in the public news.” 

« Whate'er in body he might feel before, 

« His mental miſeries thro me were more; 

«© My hate to Charity you cannot doubt, 

Who ſenſe defam'd— becauſe he had the gout. 
« Who from reproaches would not even ſpare 
A man whom ſickneſs fixes in a chair? 


c 


* 


« Remorſeleſs 


" This was the name aſſumed by a late writer in the papers, who ſeems 


to be void of common decency and humanity. 


»The gentleman who was the object of this writer's inhuman ſcurrility 


is as much to be admired for his capacity as he ought to be compaſſionated 


for his infirmities, 


( 20 ) 
« Remorſeleſs then I took Detration's knife 
« To wound his family and private life“; 
« No ties reſtrain'd me, and no fears could awe, 
« For you I brav'd the rigour of the law. 
« By Vice, by Folly, and by Malice back d, ; 
« A private property I next attack d'; 
os All who are here muſt ſurely well remember 
«© The one-and-twentieth day of laſt November, 
« The Journal's open, and to all it's n 


* 


« What once I did I can perform again : 
“ Prompt at thy call, in King's-mead-ftreet I lurk,” 
« And will, for nothing, do the Devil's work. 


No abilities can excuſe a proceeding fo truly diabolical. 


1 See the ſame writer. 


See the Bath Journal of the 21ſt of November, for the letter ſigned ' 


Common Sen ſc. 


The ſtreet where the Bath Journal is printed. 


He had not ended, but the general ſhout 
Of clam'rous approbation put him out; 
Vice clapp'd his hands, and offer'd him the laſs, — 
He choſe the cauldron, and the pig of braſs. 


The laſt in order, but the firſt in fame, 
At length the counterfeited Momus came; 
Not that free-hearted, honeſt, jovial blade, 


' Whoſe harmleſs mirth, and humour, were his trade ; 


The fool of Fove, the fiddle of the Gods, 
Who reconcil'd them when they were at odds ; 


Who (life of pleaſantry, and wit's keen tool) 


Call'd Neptune, Pallas, Vulcan, each a fool : 
D But 


Ina trial of ſkill between theſe three Deities, they made a bull, a houſe, 
and a man : Momus blamed them all ;---the bull, becauſe his horns were 
not placed before his eyes, that he might give a ſurer blow ;---the houſe, 
becauie it was immovable from a bad neighhourhood ;---and the man, be- 


cauſe he had not a window in his breaſt. 


( 22 ) 


But one who, ſhrouded in a vile diſguiſe, 

For Him would paſs before the public eyes; 

A bitter meſs, without a grain of falt, 
And took his name in Greek, for finding fault; 
"Twas Hefod's Momus,—a dark-temper d ſprite, 
Begot by Somnus in the arms of night ;” 

Stamp'd on his face was artificial guile, 

A ſneer miſtaken for a cordial ſmile, 

View'd cloſe, a ſuperficial grin it prov'd, 

With which the devil marks his beſt-belov'd ; 
Dark was his raiment, dark as was his mind ; 
Around his neck, and flutt'ring in the wind, 
Were ſtrung on packthread, as at Bedlam wall, 
Defamatory libels wrote with gall ; 


No glees or catches he had ever ſung, 


Not even well aim'd fatire grac'd his tongue. 


* Momos, in Greek, ſignifies b/ame. 
Heęſtod makes Momus the ſon of Somnus and Nox. 


A 


„ her gr: © T5; ah 


( 23 ) 
Upon his veſt were painted knives and prongs, 
Types of his cruel and calumnious ſongs ; 
In his right hand a raven's quill was plac'd, 
Aloft, a quarto his finiſter grac'd* ; 
High in the air he wav'd the pamphlet thrice, 
Attention claim'd, and thus harangued to Vice 


« O Thou! who ſtandeſt in the firſt report 
«© With him whoſe bleſſed kingdom I ſupport ; 
« From whom reward I one day ſhall receive, 
„In whom I glory, and in whom I b'lieve ; 
«« Sleeping or waking, whence I never ſtray, 
My nightly dream, and bufineſs of the day; 
« Tn 
* Momus's ſentence on the Batheafton Poetry. 


If the Critics are inclined to poliſh a bone, here is one almoſt picked 
to their hands. It is objefted, that the word be/zev'd is two ſyllables as 


much as veliev d. The ear is the only ſtandard for meaſure. R is a rough 


confonant, B is a mute. See the before-quoted admirable poem, Faſhion, 
page go, line . 


46 
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( 24 ) 
In little mitckicts let another boaſt, 
To game the higheſt, or to drink the moſt; 
In me, inflexible, behold a rod, 
Through wounded Clarity to wound my Gop'. 


Great Prince, and Potentates, behold this book, 


In which Malignity would bluſh to look; 

Its firſt atchievement, by no means the belt, 
Is turning foul Ingratitude to Feft* : 

I had not mention'd it, but much did fear 
Some friend of Charity might interfere : 

May M1LLER till perſiſt ſuch friends to treat, 
(The moſt abus'd by thoſe who moſt ſhall cat) 
Such at her coſt the frothy Tankard fill, 

And rail, ungrateful, like the baſe Belville. 


cc Again 


= To obſtruft the good effects of this amiable virtue, may be ſaid to 


wound the father of it. 


Momus's Sentence. 


See ditto, page 7, lines 61 and 62. 


16 
Again II ſcoff, for ſcoffing is my paſſion, 
And fay, the ſneerer is no dame of faſhionf. 
Inſpir'd by Folly, {as it jerv'd my turn} 
I call 'd a kettle what 's a perfect urn“; 
Then blame the hoſpitable Pair, my lays, 
Becauſe good-natur'd candidates for praiſe*. 
| « Next tell them, plainly, I fo love good fare, 


o 


A 


- 


- 


* 


| % For nothing elſe my praiſes I can ſpare' ; 
«© But Momus only could have boaſted fun, 
* Had he concluded thus as he begun. 


« Ah! 


© Ingratitude is the fouleſt of crimes. To be remiſs in acknowledging 
a benefit is a negative fin, and an inexcuſable omiſſion; but to be active 
in depreciating thoſe to whom we voluntarily lay ourſelves under obliga- 
tion, is truly diabolical. Ignorance only can palliate it. Let us hope 
thoſe guilty of it in the preſent caſe, (for ſuch there are) if they cannot 


pleaſe with approbation, will oblige with abſence. 
* See Momus's Sentence, line 98. 
| Ditto, line 105. 


Ditto, line 110. 


( 26 ) 
« Ah! do not judge me haſtily amiſs, 
« Or think my talents were confin'd to this : 
« If at my feeble lenity you're vex'd, 
«© You'll all applaud me for what follows next: 
„Like Common Senſe I took Detractian's knife, 
To rip up characters, and private life; 
He ſtruck but one, — to me he is a dunce, 
«© Who nobly ſtabb'd two families at once; 
« Stabb'd, thro' the child, a father, and a mother, 
A lovely ſiſter, and a ſon, and brother; 
_ «© Thro' all at once my murd'rous weapon run, 
« A race deſtroying, for the fault of one. 
I ͤſtabb'd the honour of « aokle Peer, 
«« For ſomething done—the Lord knows when and where”; 
% And tho' accus'd of no miſdeed, or fin, 
% By head and ſhoulders lug'd his Conſort in. 
« A Lady 


See Momus's Sentence, lines 125 and 130. 


Ditto, line 132. 


Ditto, line 135. 


c 


* 


c 


co 


ce 


c 


c 


( 277 ) 
A Lady then I load with dull reproach, 
O Folly, hear !—becauſe ſhe keeps a coach“ 
O! lend an ear to what thy vot ry ſays, 
I turn'd four horſ@tofa wreath of bays. 
Well is it am d- but badly edg'd the axe, 
With which I wowld behead the Muſe of D--x.* 
Apollo ſurely ow'd me ſome deſpite, — 
Curs'd be the Chronicle, and curs'd Twelfth-Night . 
Before ſuch lines again ſhould ſee the day, 
Myſelf would draw my ill-confſtructed dray* ; 
Could I but fee him from his ſaddle hurl'd, 
I'd mount myſelf, and gallop round the world ; 

«© Then, 


See Momus's Sentence, line 138. 
Ditto, line 140. 
* Ditto, line 141. 


See the Bath Chronicle of the 26th of January, for a very ingenious 


copy of verſes, written by Mr. D--x, called Ie Nig ht. 


See Momus's Sentence, line 144. 
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( 28 ) 


«« Then, as before, T'd make the world my tool, 
« To father what I ſay, as knave, or fool ; 
Whether it be to blaſt with pois'nous breath 
The life of him who never ſhrgikN at death* ; 
« Call to remembrance ſome caviar Gare, 
And tell old tales of diſcontented Ars; 


«© Or, by compariſon, in odious light 


c 


„ Place worthy men, becauſe they cannot write 
Or light a fire for a ſmoke which ſmothers, 


* 


4 


- 
- 


In cloudy hints, three Honourable Brothers“. 
« Nobility, 


See Momus's Sentence, line 152, 
Ditto, line 132. 

Ditto, line 136. 

Ditto, lines 160, 161; 162. 


* If the vowel is not too long for their patience, nor the conſonant toy 


rough for their teeth, here is another bone for the Critics. 


« L--d AR-----LE, the B. -p of E- -R, and Ad- -I K . 


EX *Y by 
—_ * 1 


—_— „ 


( 29 ) 
« Nobility, nor worth, my pen confin'd, 
«« Reviling perſon where too good the mind”. 
«« Next infant Innocence my ſcoff I made*, — 
« Could not ſay much, but what I could, I ſaid; 
«« I laugh'd at Modeſty, I blam'd Good-nature, 
« And call'd IN-temper by the name of Satire: 
« At length I cried, they all were of a feather, 
« 80 charitably daman'd them all together*. 


« And, leſt united by their general fears, 


I ſet two Bards together by the ears". 

« Abſurdly ſaid, the Queen of Love and Mzrth 

%% Was pleas'd at having given Tumult birth*.- 
E «© This 


See Momus's Sentence, line 170. 
* Ditto, line 173. 

Ditto, line 182. | 

* Ditto, line 189. 

Ditto, line 192. 


> Ditto, line 197. 


3 

« This is my Offspring ;—Oh ! may it ſucceed ; 

«« But your's the harveſt of the pious deed. 

Would I could ſay, that in a cauſe like thine, 
All hearts would dictate to ſuch pens as mine; 

*« So might, in vain, Good-humour ſally forth*, 

« Or join, in Duke-Street, with the Man of Worth : 


= 


«« May one ill- temper'd grow, the other's Muſe 


Sicken, and die, forgotten with the news.“ 


« But, ah! my friends, with grief I tell my fear, 


And you, no doubt, with equal grief will hear: 
« Cloſe 


A late remarkable inſtance of good temper, given by a gentleman 
whoſe ardour is often miſconſtrued, deſerves this teſtimony of a good 


diſpoſition. 


4 See the Bath Chronicle of the 2d of February, for the lines on the 
** Abuſe of Satire,” by a gentleman, whoſe virtues are equal to his great 


abilities. 


1 


Cloſe to that ſpot where Trivia now preſides, 
The Royal Martyr where his ſteed beſtrides', 


c 


4 A palace* ſtands, —a palace moſt accurs'd ! 


& In Virtues cauſe its noble Owners firſt : 


c 


QA 


What will avail, if we expel her hence, 


c 


* 


Unleſs we alſo could expel her thence ? 
«« There ev'ry art will on ourſelves recoil, 
«© And Charity triumphant, Vice will foil; 
<< No 


Diana is fo called. O ho! (cry the Critics) we have you now; 
So, you make the chaſta Diana lodge in the Strand!“ Hold, my good 
friends, -Diana is ſaid to have three faces: I ſuppoſe you'll allow the 
nymphs of Charing-Crofs have more than one. She alſo preſided over the 


highways, whether as ſcavenger or ſurveyor we cannot | ſay. It is pretty 
clear ſhe never came to Weſt-gate, or ſhe'd have pulled it down before it 
demoliſhes a Poet or a Player, by falling on his head. Are ye anſwered ? 
(as Shylock ſays. Trivia ſignifies a place where three ways meet. Are 


ye anſwered now ? 
' King Charles the Firſt. 


s Northumberland Houſe. 


«vs 


«6 


ce 


«c 


ec 


£c 


cc 


cc 


cc 


| 1 The reſidence of Mrs. Miller, where the poetry was written, 


( 32 ) 


No Av'rice there, no Demon to let in, | 


The foe of Charity, or friend of Sin: | 


One only method can I recommend 


Let Vice aſſume the garb of Yirtue's friend; 

Marks of economy let Av'rice bear, 

The dreſs of Charity, Profufion wear; 

So may thy ample realm more ample be, 

And two Northumberlands encourage Thee, 

Much have I done, and may perhaps do more, 
Againſt vile Charity to ſhut the door; 

E'en now, in vain, her fruitleſs voyage” ſhe makes, 
Her daily progreſs from Batheaſtar' takes; 

Her little {kiff a-down the Avon ſkulls, 


And ſtands, in vain, at Cruttwell's, or at Bull &: 


* Abroad, 


> Another bone for the Critics. 


The Printer and Bookſeller where the poems are ſold, 


„ „% — TT W 


. 


«© Abroad, in vain, for ever may ſhe roam,— 
«© My Charity begins and ends at home.” 


Here ended Momus, with a bow profound, 
And conſcious Approbation leer'd around ; 
The Harlot ey'd,—and ſmiles return'd the laſs, 
Whilſt looks of mutual love between 'em paſs : 
Enraptur'd, Yice forgot his ſtate and place, 
Sprung forth, and hugg'd him in a cloſe embrace.; 
His throne reſumed, he order'd all to kneel, 
And ſing the Quarto® in a general peel; 
The pamphlet ſoon, adorn'd with magic notes, 
Ten thouſand chaunting fiends exert their throats ; 
Perform, with brazen lungs and dreadful yell, 
An oratorio that alarm'd all hell. 


PP 


: Contempt, the proper reward of the calumnious Momus. 


" Momus's Sentence. 


At 


19 


At Pluto s nod th' infernal bellows heav' d, 


The roaring blaſt the monſtrous pipes receiy'd ; 

Hell's organ bellow'd; to the cauſe inclin'd, 

Ten thouſand devils in the chorus join'd ; 

Their anthem done, ConTEMPT near Momus ſtands, 
Vice look'd applauſe, and Malice join'd their hands; 
The reſt diſpers'd, while to each other preſs d, 
Oblivion s couch receiv'd the pair to reſt”, 


" Momus may think himſelf happy, if he meets no ſeverer fate than to 
be forgotten with Contempt. 


